Overture

A HERO-WORSHIPER. I belong to that fraternity who
crowd into the aisles, run down to the platform and stand agape,
eyes turned upward, until the last encore. I am one of that clamor-
ous throng that rudely wedges its way into dressing rooms after
each performance. I am star-struck!

All my life has been devoted to the pursuit of artists. When,
with Charles B. Dillingham's urgent fist prodding the small of
my back, I bent speechless over the hand of Anna Pavlova for
the first time, I was an acolyte adoring at a hallowed shrine.

When I heard Feodor Ivanovitch Chaliapin present me to
Jules Massenet with those magic words, "This is my American
manager/*-I took flight to the special heaven reserved for fools
and hero-worshipers. It mattered hardly at all that the great basso
was telling an outrageous lie, that he was having his little joke
at my expense. It made little difference, at that moment, that I
had spent all but my last cent to make the trip to Paris, that
Chaliapin had told me only an hour before that he had no use
for an American manager because he did not have the slightest
intention of ever returning to America. But whatever Feodor
Ivanovitch might think, I was his American manager, if for no
other reason than that, a creature obsessed, I would move moun-
tains, wrestle whirlwinds and sit out a war and a revolution until
his little joke became truth.
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